all we were worth. I don't think we could have made
a worse choice of any temporary shelter or hiding-place.
The roads to Bordeaux were guarded, as we knew after-
wards, more strongly than any main road leading west-
ward. This time we had only the military to deal with
and they were a great deal less flexible than the gendarmes.
One of them rode with us on the step of the car to the
military post to see that we turned back, and we were
obliged to abandon the struggle. We returned to Aix-
en-Provence, slept another night there discussing wild
schemes for escape with perfect strangers, and the next
morning, after a brief talk with the head of the military
authorities who very courteously drew a little map for us
and showed us how completely hemmed in we were, we
made our sorrowful way back to Brignolles. Here we
rested, dined and slept in sad but friendly surroundings. I
say " sad " because we had so often lingered here for lunch
in the gardens on our way backwards and forwards and I
had written several stories in which the place figures.
" Monsieur Oppenheim ! Monsieur Philippe Oppen-
heim ! " I heard our host of the hotel say once to a small
gathering of wine-tasters who were lunching at the next
table. " It is he you see there. I do not advertise my
hotel, I do not advertise my wines, it is Monsieur who
writes of me in his books. That is what brings tourists ! "
Alas, my vineyard owner and hotel proprietor, shall I
ever pass your way light-heartedly again, I wonder ?
In the morning we went sorrowfully back to Cannes.
I drove first to the Consul's office, where pandemonium
reigned. A notice was placarded upon the walls advising
all English people to quit the neighbourhood at once. I
was told at the Consulate that the British Admiralty were
sending two ships to take off all the English who wished
to return and that they would probably arrive in twenty-
four hours. I entered all our names and, so as not to be
out of call, we went only so far as the Carlton, where we
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